3i2                    CONTARINI FLEMING :

it in coffee-cups. A bottle of brandy was despatched in
quicker time and fairer proportions than had ever solem-
nised the decease of the same portion of Burgundy. We
were extremely gay. The bimbashee ordered some dried
figs, talking all the time, and indulging in graceful panto-
mime, examining my pistols, inquiring about percussion
locks, which greatly surprised him, handing his own, moro
ornamented although less effective, weapons for my in-
spection ; and finally making out Greek enough to misun-
derstand most ridiculously every observation communicated.
But all was taken in good part, and I never met with such
a jolly fellow.

In the meantime I became painfully ravenous; for the
dry, round, unsugaiy fig of Albania is a great whetter. At
last I asked for bread. The bimbashee gravely bowed, and
said, * Leave it to me, take no thought,' and nothing more
occurred. I prepared myself for hungry dreams, when, to
my great astonishment and delight, a capital supper was
brought in, accompanied, to my equal horror, by wine. We
ate with our fingers. It was the first time I had performed
such an operation. You soon get used to it, and dash, but
in turn, at the choice morsels with perfect coolness. One
with a basin and ewer is in attendance, and the whole pro-
cess is by no means so terrible as it would at first appear
to European habits. !Por drinking; we really drank with a
rapidity which, with me, was unprecedented: the wine was
not bad; but had it been poison, the forbidden juice was
such a compliment from a Moslem that I must quaff it all*
We quaffed it in rivers. The bimbashee called for brandy.
Unfortunately there was another bottle, We drank it all.
The room turned round; the wild attendants, who sat at
our feet, seemed dancing in strange whirls; the bimbashee
shook hands with me: he shouted Italian, I Turkish.
* Buono, buono/ he had caught up ; * Pecche, pecche/ was
my rejoinder,' which, let me inform the reader, although I